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September. Now you will make me hate that month more
than ever. Long evenings without a fire are tiresome, and
without two wives insupportable!

Major Dixon1 was here too, and on Sunday the John-
stones and Mrs. Grenville dined and passed the whole day
with us. On Monday the Conways went to Ealing: the
Puke2 is gone to Inverary, but returns the beginning of
ugly September to carry the Duchess to Italy; and she,
who, poor woman, loves a train, carries Lady Augusta and
Mr. Clavering with them. She is very ill indeed.

I have not a penful of news for you; no, though Mr.
Cambridge was here this morning. The arrival of Necker,
I suppose, has suspended the horrors of Paris for a moment,
till the mob find that he does not propose to crown them
all in the room of their late King. I shall go to London
to-morrow for one night, yet I am not likely to see anybody
that knows much authentic.

General Fitzwilliam is dead, at Eichmond; extremely
rich. He has not, I believe, extremely disappointed his
nephew the Viscount, who did not depend upon hopes that
had been thrown out to him, nor is much surprised that
the General's upper servant and his late wife's woman are
the principal heirs, as the Abbe* Nichols and others long
foresaw. Lord Fitzwilliam has only an estate of 550?. a
year. The man-servant, whom he originally took a shoeless
boy in Wales playing on the harp, will have above 40,0001!.:
the woman 300Z. a year in long annuities. A will, how-
ever, pleases one, you know, if it pleases one anyhow. To
General Conway (an old fellow-servant in the late Duke of
Cumberland's family, as were Lord Dover and Lord Frederic
Cavendish, similar legatees) he has given 500?. This is so
much to my mind that I shall not haggle about the rest of
the will.

1 Edward Jerninglmm, the poet                    * 0f AxgyU.3), testify to her
